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One 


Author's Notes: 
| got the idea watching the behind the scenes clips of making the Don't Cry video. 


Video Shoots-Don't Cry, November Rain 


| saw the looks in their eyes out of the corner of mine, sometimes, when they weren't too obliterated to think 
They weren't all on board with these video ideas that | had. With the "Appetite" videos we didn't have much 
money and they happened so fast..it wasn't really any one of us having the idea. But now they were drunks, 
and junkies, and Izzy was gone so that left me. If it wasn't for me there wouldn't be any ideas, there wouldn't 
be any band. So | didn't really understand these dirty looks and snide remarks and | thought, "if you have a 
better idea lets hear it, fucker," but of course they never spoke to me, they just drank until they passed out. 


We were doing this "making of" documentary at the same time and | gave all these interviews, trying to sound 
upbeat and like | knew what the fuck | was doing, despite the way | saw Duff and Slash going down. They could 


be dead ina year. 


What was | doing? The "Don't Cry" video was kind of out of hand, | had a scene with a fight just like it 
happened with Erin, and | had my own gravestone with my name and my birthdate and the death date as 1990, 
when | overdosed on the valium and just wanted to cash it all in. | had been in so much pain over Erin, over 
the shit from my past, over the drugs destroying the band, over everything. But even as | smashed up that 
nice marble stone with a hammer and saw the cracks in it, | realized | was still in pain. Maybe | always would 


be. 


| was going to therapy then, every fucking day, sometimes five hours at a time. It was like | went back into 
the past and relived all this shit | could never even remember, horrible shit like being kidnapped, being injected 
with something in a needle, being raped, being beaten. | remembered going to school with the long sleeved 
shirts on in the warm weather, hiding the bruises. | remembered that so everything else must be true. | was 
so angry with my mother, how could she let all that shit happen to me? I'd cry at the end of all these 
therapy sessions, the shaking sobs. Why didn't anyone protect me? 


Things weren't all bad then. | had my new girlfriend Stephanie, and she was so beautiful, so sweet, and she had 
a toddler named Dylan. | wanted to be able to, maybe someday, be like a father to him. | knew | could do it 
better than the examples set for me. | knew that, but | knew | had failed with women in that regard. I'd seen 
my dad hit my mother plenty of times, and | hit Erin sometimes, when the rage was so huge and | couldn't 
control it. Then the guilt would come over me in waves and I'd realize | was no better than my father, and 
maybe because that shit happened to him it happened to me and | wouldn't be able to stop that cycle of 


abuse. 


| liked having Dylan around, seeing how he saw the world with no expectations. | tried to be friends with him, 
handing him little toys I'd bought for him, pushing him on the swings, watching him play in the sand, handing 
him a dandelion I'd just picked. 


When Dylan was around his nanny was usually around, too. She was from Brazil, | thought, or maybe Columbia. 
Her name was Beta and | just felt kind of comforted when she was around. She cooked these delicious breads, 
almost hard on the outside but warm and doughy inside, and she'd offer them to me. She said my name with 


an accent and it sounded like "Ax-el" like two words. 


